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CHRISTMAS 

SONNETS 


The  snow-filled  field  is  like  a silent  lake. 

Although  the  air  is  still,  the  wind  last  night 

Has  carved  blue-shadowed  waves  that  never  break, 

All  silent  in  the  sparkling  morning  light; 

Even  the  star-like  sparks  are  frozen  still  - 
The  only  movement  is  the  silent  shadow 
From  a raven  soaring  high  above  the  hill 
That  floats  across  the  wind-curved,  crested  snow. 
And  now,  two  feet  above  the  ground,  on  thin, 
Star-webbed  snowshoes  we  go  walking  out 
Where  nothing  has  been  walking  but  the  wind, 

To  see  the  world  the  winter  storm  has  wrought, 
And  gather  Christmas  greens  to  deck  our  doors, 
And  cross  the  snow  on  woven  webs  of  stars. 
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The  last  brown  stalks  of  summer's  tallest  weeds 
Still  stand  a bit  above  the  level  snow, 

And  shake  with  every  gust  and  scatter  seeds 
That  wander  to  some  place  where  they  may  grow, 
And  every  day  the  light  grows  weak  and  pale, 

And  every  long  night  creaks  with  winter's  cold, 

And  frosted  windows  tell  a winter's  tale 
Of  how  another  year  is  growing  old. 

Yet  in  the  late  thin  light  of  silent  dawn 
The  frozen  weedstalks  burn  a firey  glow 
And  when  the  fading  sun  is  nearly  gone 
Long  shadows  grow,  dark  blue  across  the  snow, 

And  Christmas  comes  with  music,  gifts,  and  praise 
To  promise  love  and  ever-longer  days. 
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ANOTHER  YEAR 

I S 0ROWI NG 

OLD 


The  old  and  grizzled  groundhog  sniffed  the  cold 
As  frost  turned  green  leaves  yellow,  red,  and  brown. 
And  knew  another  year  was  turning  old 
And  knew  the  time  had  come  to  settle  down. 

He  waddled  to  his  burrow  through  dry  grass; 

In  darkness  curled  himself  to  dream  of  light; 

He  slept,  content  to  let  the  winter  pass 
As  if  the  winter  months  were  one  long  night. 

And  while  we  by  the  candle's  quiet  glow 
Sing  out  the  ancient,  holy  songs  again, 

Far  beneath  the  deep  wind-drifted  snow 
The  groundhog  sleeps  within  his  silent  den, 

At  peace  within  the  gently  turning  earth, 

Turning  toward  the  light  and  his  rebirth. 
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Now  in  the  winter's  cold  and  darkest  days, 

When  icicles  from  eaves  grow  long  and  sharp, 
The  wind  comes  down  from  Canada  and  plays 
The  frozen  hardwood  forest  like  a harp, 

And  in  their  feathered  footprints  in  the  snow 
The  partridge  and  the  bounding  snowshoe  hare 
Leave  traces  of  their  passing  as  they  go 
Quick  among  the  maples,  dark  and  bare. 

And  down  across  the  fields  we  bring  a tree 
To  hold  our  candles  as  the  year  turns  old; 

Frost  decks  the  windowpanes  with  filigree; 

We  heap  our  fires  high  against  the  cold, 

And  play  again  the  songs  of  hope  and  light, 
Singing  in  the  silent  winter  night. 
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HARP 


Like 


The  children  lie  down  in  the  snow  and  swing 
Their  arms  and  legs  straight  out  in  careful  sweeps, 
And  when  they  rise,  they  leave  behind  wide  wings, 
And  robes  where  fallen  angels  seem  to  sleep. 

Then  where  the  bygone  summer's  garden  grew 
They  roll  three  snowballs  big  and  build  a man 
To  stand  like  Adam  in  a world  made  new 
By  last  night's  storm,  as  when  it  first  began. 

Then  winter's  early  darkness  comes  down  fast; 

The  children  go  indoors  to  warmth  and  light; 

The  fallen  angels  watch  the  stars  go  past 
Through  all  the  turning,  shining  winter  night. 
Although  we  know  the  world  has  cause  for  fear, 
The  stars  always  seem  close,  this  time  of  year. 
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The  oxen  bellow  forth  white  clouds  like  smoke 
Against  the  gray  and  low  snow-laden  skies, 

Then  lean  their  heavy  shoulders  in  the  yoke 
And  step  off  slow,  and  roll  their  patient  eyes. 
Behind  them,  on  a sled,  the  Christmas  tree, 
Bouncing  stiffly  on  its  frozen  boughs, 

Becomes  imbued  with  Christmas  mystery 
As  we  go  crunching,  clanking  to  the  house. 

Once  indoors,  the  little  tree  is  twice 

Its  former  size,  and  fills  the  house  with  smell 

Of  sharp,  clean  bark  and  woodsy  spice, 

An  incense  of  the  Christmas  season's  spell, 

Like  that  fragrance  once  brought  from  afar 
By  three  good  men  who  rode  beneath  a star. 
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ONCE  BROUGHT  FPW  AFAR 


The  oxen  toss  their  heads  and  flare  out  wide 
Their  nostrils  at  the  drifting  flakes  that  fall 
From  cold  dark  skies.  They  stand  outside 
The  barn  and  stamp  their  heavy  hooves  and  call 
For  grain  --  "Grraaiin!"  they  cry  out  in  the  cold 
That  turns  each  bellow  to  a billow  of  white. 

They  say  the  year  is  quickly  turning  old. 

They  say  soon  it  will  be  the  longest  night. 

Then  by  the  yellow  lamplight  of  the  barn 
They  snort  and  toss  about  the  scattered  hay 
That  smells  of  summer  --  soft  and  bright  and  warm 
The  fragrance  of  a gentle  summer's  day. 

It's  said  on  Christmas  Eve  they  kneel  in  prayer 
To  what  mild  God  an  ox  may  think  is  there. 
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The  Christmas  candies  turn  the  angel  chimes 
That  circle  a resounding  endless  ring 
To  spin  us  back  to  other  Christmas  times 
In  flickering  visions  that  old  memories  bring. 

The  candles  on  the  decorated  tree 
Cast  shadows  on  the  floor  and  on  the  wall 
That  dance  to  bring  back  past  festivity; 

The  tree  seems  now  at  once  both  small  and  tall, 

For  in  the  ceremonies  of  this  night, 

Time  stops  and  all  the  bygone  years  are  here 
As  from  far-distant  stars  comes  ancient  light 
To  blend  with  that  of  others  that  are  near; 

Although  sometimes  things  past  seem  done  and  gone 

On  Christmas  Eve  all  Christmases  are  one. 


The  Christmas  snows  fill  up  the  fields  and  make 
The  boughs  of  cedar,  spruce,  and  pine  bend  low 
Until  sometimes  beneath  that  weight  they  break 
And  lie  across  dim  trails  where  quick  deer  go. 

And  over  in  the  town  of  Jericho 
Old  Snowflake  Bentley  photographed  each  flake 
That  he  could  isolate;  the  pictures  show 
Variety  beyond  what  men  could  make.' 

Though  Bentley  saw  designs  that  were  not  meant 
For  any  natural  eye  --  the  forms  come  from 
An  impulse  in  the  water  to  invent  -- 
Yet  Bentley  showed  us  grace.  So  let  us  come 
In  the  cold  season  of  the  Savior's  birth 
To  walk  out  lightly  on  this  fragile  earth. 
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